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T'k Tragtdie ®/Hamlet 

My Liege and Madam, to expofhiUte 
What maiefiiefhould be, what dutie I*, 

Why d y is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time. 

Therefore breuitie is the foule of wit, 

And tedioufnefle the limmes and outward fiorilhcs:- 
I will be briefc your noble fonne is mad : 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnefle, 

What ift but to be nothing clfe but mad ? 

But let that got. 

Quee. More matter with lefle art. 

Pol. Madam, I fweare Ivfe no art at all,: 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pittle. 

And pittie tis, tis true, a foolifli. figure. 

But farewell it, for I will vfe no art, 

Mad. let vs gramhim then, and now remainet 
That we find out the caufe of this efFc&, 

Or rat her fay the caufe of this defedt 
For this effect dcfc$iuc comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while Ihe is mine,. 

Who in her dutie and obedience, markc, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

To the Cefefliall and my foule 1 1 doll the moft beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe , a vile phrafe , beauti- . 
fiedis a vile phrafe, but you (had bare : thut in her 
excellent white bofome, thefc&c. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good Madam ftay awile, I willbe faithful!, 

Doubt thou thefiars are fiee. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth mout , 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

Hut neuer doubt l hue „ 

O deere Ophelia, I amill at thefe numbers, I have not artt© 
reckon my groanes, but that I loue thee beft, oh moil be ft be- 
keueit ! adiew. Thine eucrroore moftdeare Ladie, whileftthis 
machine is to him. 

JW.This in obedience hathroy daughter fh^n xttcf JUmkt, 

And more about hath his folicitings 
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(Prince of Denmark^ 

As they fell oat by time, by meatus, and pl*<*» 
Al K B B°aSwbath Ihc recciu*d his loue ? 

K p /\ would faine proue fo, but what ought you thinke 
When I had feene this hot leue on the wing? 

As I petceiu’d it (I mull tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my deare Maieftie your Queene he ere thinke. 

If I had plaid the Dcskc or Table- booke 
Or giuen my heart a wotking mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt vpon this loue with-idle fight. 

What might you thinke?no, I vvent round to worke. 

And mV ycungMiftrcffc this I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy forte. 

This muft not be : and then I prefcripts gaue her 
That (he (hould loeke her ftlfe from his relort, 

Admit no meffengers, teceiue no tokens. 

Which done lhe tooke the fruits of my aduiie. 

And he repel’d, a fliort tale to nuke, 

-fell into a fadnefle, then into a faft. 

Thence xo a watch, thence into aweaknefle. 

Thence to lightneffe , and by this dedenfion, 

Into themadneffe whetein now he raues, 

. And all we mourne for. 

j Cine. Doe you thinke this? 

Quee. It may be very like. , 

Pol. Hath there beene fuch a time, I would fame kttOWthas, 
That I haue pofitiuely faid,tisfo. 

When it prou’d ©therwife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, if this be otherwifej 
If circutnftances leade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further? 

TV. You know fometimes he walkesfoure houres together 

Hcerc in the Lobbic. _ 
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